*    The Sleeve    *

The monk was by no means intelligent, but when he
heard the news, he had an intuition.

1 think we should go at once and condole with the
Chief Minister/ he said. cYou see, it's like this. He'll be
looking out for a way of paying back Thihathu. What
better way than taking you up?'

The youth was much impressed by this suggestion.

Do you think we ought to consult the Royal Chap-
lain first?3 he enquired. 'He's reading in his room at the
back of the circumambulatory/

1 don't think we need. It's too lay a matter. He'd
never give us his attention.'

They were talking in one of the cells off the main
hall. Not wishing to be seen leaving by the front en-
trance, they turned into the corridor which surrounded
the statue of the Blessed One, intending to go out by
the side door near the Chaplain's room. But if they
thought that he was immersed in his books they were
mistaken, for as they reached the side door and glanced
back to make sure that they were not observed, they
saw him standing near the entrance to his chamber. He
did not speak, but his right hand was raised in the ges-
ture that betokens the taking away of fear. They pros-
trated themselves at once, but when they looked up
again, he had disappeared. Hastily going out, they
made a circuit through the grounds and struck the road
to the city lower down. The sun set as they hurried on
their way.

It was only a mile or so, and they reached Pagan be-
fore the gates were shut. Passing through the outer to
the inner city, they approached by devious ways Yasa-
thingyan's stockade. It was now dark, but when they
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